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Dave had once said that the best way to find yourself was to get out of the city. 


The City. Two words, both capitalised. A place defined by clogged freeways, smog, endless sun, and boundless 
creativity. 


The City. A place where Taylor had been born and bred. A place that he'd seen change more in the past ten 
years than it had in the first thirty or so years of his life. 


The City. A place that, while he loved it with all of his heart, could sometimes become crush and soul 
destroying. A place that was a pressure cooker of hopeful desperation 


He was one of the lucky ones. He'd "made it". He could kick back and relax while others scurried around like 
ants, desperately trying to make their mark before the industries they all knew so well finally gave up and died. 
Times were changing, and they were changing faster than Taylor had ever imagined that they could. 


The hills were his escape pod from the crashing vehicle that was Los Angeles. The air was clear and the ocean 
was only a stone's throw away. Striding over the dusty, dried trails, Taylor could gulp down the air as though 


it was water. He could clear his head, and renew his soul. 


For once, he'd picked a trail that, surprisingly, he hadn't hiked before considering that he used to live in the 
area. The winding path took in the trees and brush of Topanga State Park. Taylor had long forgotten why he'd 
once moved to the area Something to do with the feeling that was in the air, most likely. It was an area of 
high creativity, drawing people from all of the world to nestle in its canyon. It was an area that brought in the 
free-thinkers, high-flyers, and those who wanted to drop out from society. It was the perfect area to let 


your brain roam free. 


That feeling swirled around him as he lost himself among the trees, drawing him deeper and awakening the 
memories. He could see his younger self, stupid and foolhardy as he'd gallivanted around the city. He'd been 
high as a kite at landing the job of his life, that as the drummer for one of music's greatest drummers- 
turned-frontmen. Taylor hadn't thought of his actions; he'd just gone with whatever his soul was telling him to 


do. Up to and including falling in love with the drummer-turned-frontman, 


Their relationship hadn't always been easy. Dave's OCD nature occasionally clashed with Taylor's hyperactive- 
sometimes-unable-to-focus personality. They'd argued. They'd rowed. They'd come to blows. They'd kicked each 
other out of the house. But, ultimately, they'd finally find their way back to one another, much like he was 
finding his way back to being himself. 


Taylor paused to take his phone from his pocket and check his location He used a mapping app to find his way 


around, fully aware that the mountains and canyons could eat someone alive in a matter of minutes. 
Except that his phone was switched off. 


Any attempts to restart it were all in vain and the phone became a weighty brick in his hands. Taylor growled 
with indignation and stuffed the device back in to the pocket of his khaki pants. Running low on water and time, 
he turned and began to retrace his steps. 


There were no markers or landmarks to guide him back to his car and, as Taylor walked, he found himself 
becoming more incensed. The trees around him appeared to be growing in density and, through the foliage, he 
could see the sun beginning to set. His anger was replaced by panic and bile swirled through his stomach. Being 
alone in a darkened forest would not be good. All manner of wild animals roamed the canyon's slopes, animals 


that he may, or may rot, be able to defend himself against. 


Taylor grumbled to himself as he scrambled over rocks and brush. Above him, the sky continued to darken 
and, all too soon, his only light came from the moon. With a string of curse words that would have made the 


Devil proud, Taylor sat on a rock and looked around himself. 


Shadows crept across the forest floor, turning the trees in to twisted night-roaming monsters. Sounds that 
made his skin crawl began to reach his ears. Echoes raced through the night, the calls of creatures that he 


couldn't identify. 


Something flickered amidst the trees and Taylor lifted his head to take a closer look Something,or someone, 
was moving, their slow pace snapping twigs and rustling the undergrowth. Getting to his feet, Taylor kept to 
the shadows as he followed the sound. 

Before him stretched a lake that, in the moonlight, looked like liquid silver. A white horse was traversing the 
edge, its rider appearing a ease with the darkness. Finally, the horse stopped and the rider slipped from its 
back. It was only then that Taylor caught sight of the delicate horn that twisted from the horse's forehead. 


He gasped and backed away, a chill running through his body. The sound must have been loud enough for the 


rider to hear for Taylor heard a voice call out to him. 

"Who goes there?" 

Taylor clamped a mouth over his hand as he backed away only for his feet to catch a fallen branch. He 
stumbled and, hindered by the rucksack on his back, collapsed to the forest floor. His hands scrambled behind 
him as he tried to escape. 

"Stop!" The voice held a note of authority and Taylor paused long enough to lift his head. 

Before him stood a man clad in loose, white garments. The moonlight was just enough to make out the man's 
thick curly hair and gentle, yet determined, features. From his position on the floor, Taylor could see something 
nestled against the man's forehead, something that glistened silver in the moonlight. 

"Who are you?" the man demanded. 

Taylor swallowed around the lump in his throat but stayed silent, the fear as cold as the lake before them. 


"Well?" 


Taylor wrapped his arms around his bony knees as he looked up in to the man's hardened eyes. He suddenly 
felt small and insignificant, old childhood fears rearing their head. 


"Taylor, sir. I'm Taylor Hawkins." 
The man nodded slowly as though pondering why such a man should exist. 
"A-And you?" he gently dared to ask. 


It was the man's turn to become quiet and his eyes lifted from the man on the forest floor and to the trees 


beyond him. 


He didn't answer Taylor's question. Instead, he asked, "Why are you in my forest? You're trespassing.’ 


Taylor looked at him, mouth agap, as he tried to wrap his head around what had been said. "Sorry?" 
The man's eyes, darkened by the night, returned to him. "I asked you why you are in my forest.” 


"Your forest?" Taylor demanded. “This isn't your forest. It's part of the national park. Anyone can visit here. | 
was trying to get home and obviously missed the turning that would have got me back to my car." 


The man frowned. "National park? Car? | have no idea what you're talking about. This is Encina Forest and has 
belonged to my family for generations. Whoever you are, and wherever you're from, you've stepped on to 


sacred land without my permission 


Taylor felt the bile swirl through his stomach. Fear, anxiety, and a sudden sense of loss crawled through him. 


His head swam and, rising on to his hands and knees, he vomited in to the undergrowth. 


As he hacked and coughed, Taylor felt the air around him change, becoming lighter and less threatening. He felt 
a presence beside him and a hand rest in his back. 


The man's voice was gentler than before. "I think, Taylor Hawkins, that you should come with me. But first, 
let's get you cleaned up." 


He watched as the man got to his feet and, with not a shred of modesty, stripped away his clothes. Beneath 
the swathes of white lay a body that was tight and toned, one that made Taylor moan softly. With little more 


than a nod to Taylor, the man walked down to the shoreline and in to the lake. 


Getting to his feet, Taylor blushed as he discarded his shirt. He couldn't go in to the lake completely naked, not 
with the beautiful man who now swam through its waters. But the dust and sweat did need to be rinsed away. 


He waded in to the lake and, with his eyes on the nameless man, began to wash himself. The water glistened on 
the other man's skin, rolling down his toned skin in silver, moonlit droplets. Taylor could feel his pants begin to 
tighten and he gave another quiet moan before dipping himself beneath the water. He needed to get away, 
needed to escape, and clear his head from the images that were beginning to roll through his mind. 


He'd stepped in to another dimension, that he was sure of, and found himself in the company of this beautiful 
creature. He didn't ponder on how he'd return to his own home. At that present moment, all Taylor wanted to 


do was discover more about the man he'd happened upon. 


Resurfacing, Taylor found the man swimming towards him. A small smile dusted the man's lips and he nodded 
to the shoreline. 


"Come. | have a place for you to stay Tonight. Tomorrow we'll try and help you to find your way home." 


Taylor wasn't sure what he expected the strange man to have. A castle? A mansion? He certainly wasn't 
expecting a sprawling log cabin high in the trees. Entered via a winding, candle lit bridge, the three storey 
building looked as though as a hurricane had picked it up and dropped it among the trees branches. A veranda 
wrapped around the building and bright glass lanterns hung from the eaves. The air seemed to dance with 
magic and Taylor watched as little pricks of purple light fell around the building like glitter. 

The man gently ushered Taylor inside and lead him up a spiral staircase. With a view overlooking full branches 
of leaves, the room was as warmly lit as the rest of the building. A comfortable looking bed was nestled 
beneath the window, a wooden chair sitting beside it. The whole building felt comfortable, as though it was a 
place of peace and relaxation. 

"Get some sleep, Taylor Hawkins, and we'll see what we can do come sun up." 

Taylor turned and smiled at the man, studying him far more than he had done in the forest. The silver that 
twisted through his hair wasn't, as Taylor had originally thought, strands of dyed hair. Instead, it was a 
delicate crown that had been woven through his head of thick corkscrew hair. And peeking from beneath the 
blonde strands were the delicate tips of pointed ears. 

"Who are you?" Taylor gently asked. "And what are you?" 

The man looked at him for a heartbeat before he replied, "My name is Wiley and Encina Forest is my kingdom." 
"Ah. You're an Elven prince?" 

The man, whose name Taylor now knew, smiled warmly. "Indeed, | am." 

"And will you one day become king?" 

"Perhaps. We shall see." 

Their gaze lingered on one another for maybe a moment too long and Taylor felt his heart beat that little 
faster. There was something in the other man's gaze, something that Taylor wanted to explore. He decided that 
he'd do what he did everywhere else and put himself out there. 


"Why don't you stay the night? I'd love to talk more with you and this place seems a little large for you to be 
rattling around by yourself” 


Wiley laughed, his eyes sparkling, and shook his head. "I wouldn't say that I'm alone. My subjects come and go." 
"You have staff?" 


"You don't?" the prince asked. 


Taylor paused before he murmured, "Checkmate." The pause grew a little longer and he stepped up to the 
blonde man and looked into his eyes. Taylor saw something primal flare through him. Reaching out, he gently 
rested his fingers against Wiley's cheek. "Stay with me." 


The room crackled with more than magic, the weight resting on Taylor's shoulders. Flicking his tongue over his 
dry lips, he leaned in closer until just a sliver of air separated them. Taylor stared in to the other man's gem- 
like eyes, taking in the emotions that swam through them. He suspected that his own, heavy and hooded, eyes 
told the same story. 


He watched as Wiley swallowed but made no move to leave. Instead, he leaned in to Taylor's touch, his eyes 


lingering closed as he appeared to savour the fingers that stroked his cheek. 
"Let me do this," Taylor whispered. "Let me love you just as you love your kingdom." 


He could feel Wiley's breath against his cheeks. He could feel the other man's body beginning to relax and give 
in. Leaning closer, Taylor gently brushed his lips against Wiley's. He smiled softly as the other man purred and 
wrapped an arm around Taylor's waist. The kiss was slow and chaste as each man explored what the other 

was offering. Letting his eyes fall shut, Taylor gave himself over to the pleasure that was beginning to course 


through his body, pleasure that had been building since he'd first laid eyes the blonde man's beautiful body. 
"You're so beautiful," he murmured. "So ethereal." 


The kiss ended as quickly as it had begun. Wiley pulled away and looked at Taylor, shock in his eyes. His cheeks 
were stained red with embarrassment and, when he looked down, Taylor could see that the other man's loose 


clothing barely hide his arousal. 
| can't," Wiley murmured. "I'm sorry, but | can't. Please, get some sleep and we'll talk more tomorrow." 


Taylor looked at the wooden floor before lifting his head enough to watch Wiley walk from the room. With a 
heavy heart, Taylor lay on the bed and looked at the ceiling. Candles flickered in a spiralling metal lamp, their 
light warming the wooden beams. Outside, he could hear rain starting to fall and, after a few moments, Taylor 


got to his feet to investigate. 


Double doors lead out on warmly lit private balcony. Deep, comfortable looking chairs and tiny, stained glass 
tables dotted the small area. As Taylor looked around himself, he realised that the light didn't come from 
candles but from tiny fireflies held in little glass lamps. Stepping up to them, he gasped and smiled, 


The fireflies weren't fireflies but tiny sparks of lights. Hundreds of them were clustered in each lamp and, as 
one spark died so another came to life, turning them into little explosions of light and warmth. Taylor laughed 
softly to himself before sitting on one of the chairs. Kicking off his sneakers, he placed his now-bare feet onto 
the wooden railing and let the rain wash over him. 


The sound of the raindrops falling against the wooden roof relaxed his frenzied mind. How had he ended up in 


such a place? When had it happened? Would he ever get home? And how did he now calm his raging libido? 


He couldn't believe that he wanted to get it on with an elf, and a prince at that. Where had that come from? 
Normally he went for thicker, stockier guys. Ones covered with tattoos and with mouths that could rival a 
sailor's. Wiley was the complete opposite. But damn.. 


Taylor closed his eyes and took several deep breaths. The slightly-warm rain on his feet felt divine, the water 
pooling around his ankles before falling to the ground below. A shiver ran down his spine and Taylor settled 
deeper in to the chair. He could feel sleep beginning to tickle at his brain, the warm darkness of relaxation 
falling over him. Thoughts of home, and his partner, drifted away on the warm breeze. He could easily forget 


about them... 
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Taylor woke to thunder rumbling overhead. He was curled in to the seat and a blanket had been draped across 
his legs. He was oddly comfortable and in no mood to move. Darkness still clung to the sky and he wondered 


exactly what the time was. Or if time even existed in the forest. 


Snuggling down, he was about to close his eyes when he felt a presence settle beside him. Turning his head, 
Taylor found Wiley sitting to his right. With his thick, tussled hair and heavy eyes, the elf looked as though he 
had just woken from a deep sleep. His body was draped in swathes of white cloth, his hands tucked somewhere 
deep inside of the folds. For a while, he watched the rain. When Taylor realised that Wiley wasn't going to 
speak, he turned his attention to the thick trees and the heavy fall of the rain 


'| apologise for last night," Wiley finally said. 
Taylor turned to look at him. "Why are you sorry?" 


The other man continued to watch over his domain as he spoke. "We cannot lie with humans. All of our 


relationships must be conducted with our own kind. m sorry." 
Oh 


Taylor smiled weakly and pushed down the heartbreak that rolled through his soul. "So I'm not the first one to 
pass through?" 


Wiley chuckled softly and Taylor caught the other man glancing at him from beneath the thick waves of hair. 
"Not in the slightest. In fact you must be the tenth or eleventh human who has passed through in the past 
few weeks. Normally we don't see you here. Our worlds exist peacefully side by side. But there must be some 
kind of rift in the universe at the moment which is allowing you all to cross over." Wiley paused and Taylor 
saw him smile. "Not that I'm complaining. The company is nice and a pleasant change from the usual issues 


that | have to deal with." 
"Which are?" 


Wiley once more fell silent and Taylor felt his heart wrench as the other man lowered his head. For several 
minutes the only sound was that of the rain pattering on the leaves and roof. He wanted to reach out and 


touch Wiley. Wanted to comfort him and chase away whatever appeared to be haunting him. 


‘Others believe that | have the perfect life because of my status," Wiley softly said. "And they're right; | do. 
But this status also comes with a myriad of other things, the biggest of which is loneliness." He sighed and his 
head drooped a little lower. Reaching out a hand, Taylor went to touch the other man's back before he caught 
himself. 


"My family wish me to marry yet cannot find anyone suitable. Not from my own kingdom nor any of the 


surrounding kingdoms, either. Yet." 

"Yet." Taylor softly pressed 

"Yet | cannot love a woman," he blurted. 

Oh 

"And this is a problem because you're royalty and your family expect you to do the right thing?" 


Wiley nodded yet still refused to look at Taylor. "I know that, in your world, same sex relationships can cause 
issues. Here, there is no such issue. We can love whomever we so desire with no repercussions. But.." 


"But you're royalty," Taylor repeated. 
"Indeed. I'm expected to carry on the line and, in time, produce an heir. But | have no interest in that" 


Taylor slowly lowered his hand to the prince's shoulder. When Wiley didn't flinch, Taylor began to rub gentle 


circles against the other man's back. 
"What does interest you?" Taylor quietly asked. 


Wiley's answers were short and clipped, his voice losing the authority that it had held the previous day. "Other 
places. Other people. The meaning of all of this." 


"And you're conflicted because you want to have relationships of all kinds with people from faraway lands?" 


The prince nodded. With his hand still resting against Wiley's back, Taylor sat back. The sky was beginning to 


darken as the clouds grew heavier. 


| wanted to explore your world,” Taylor finally said. "But I've got a feeling that this rain isn’t going to let up 
any time soon. How about we stay here for a while longer? Maybe talk some more?" 


The prince gave another nod and silence once more fell over them. Taylor cautiously slid his hand from Wiley's 
shoulder and down his arm. When his hand came to rest on top of the prince's, he didn't pull away. Instead, he 


curled his fingers around the elf's hand and gently held it. 


The day eased by as they sat and talked, the sky growing lighter before darkening once more. The rain was 


relentless and Taylor had no desire to step away. 


They talked about love and life and everything in between. Wiley questioned Taylor about his life in what the 


prince called the "Other World". He was curious about cars, money, travel, and anything else that Taylor 


happened to bring up. 


Wiley's staff came and went, as quiet as mice. They left food and, once the pair on the balcony had finished 
eating, they cleared away the empty. 


Taylor was lost in a world that he knew he could fall in love with. Memories of the home that he shared with 
Dave were already fading, mere highlights from another time in his life. He could quite happily live out the 
remainder of his days passing the time with the beautiful man beside him. 


A large moon began to rise as the clouds finally parted, its light turning the forest from green to a stark 
bone white. Behind them, the spark-filled lamps began to light. He'd been sitting all day and his body creaked as 
he stood to stretch. Giving Wiley a warm smile, Taylor nodded back toward the door that he'd walked out of 


the previous evening. 
"Is been a great day. Thanks. I'll see you tomorrow maybe?" 


The prince nodded. "Indeed you will. And we shall have to see about getting you back to your own world. As 


much as | would like for you to stay here, I'm sure that you realise that it would not be appropriate." 


Taylor felt his body grow heavy, his heart and soul sinking. "I know," he quietly replied. "I appreciate that." 


Taylor lay in the deep bed and stared at the wooden beams above him. More of the sparkle lamps hung from 
the ceiling, casting a gentle light around the room. The finely woven blankets were pooled around his feet and 
thunder rumbled in the distance. 


Linking his hands behind his head, Taylor thought back on the previous hours. He'd spent an entire day in the 
magical land, a million miles from home. He should have been panicked and wanting to return to his home. Yet.. 
yet the need wasn't there. He felt no fear, no stress, no pangs of anxiety. It was as though Wiley, and his 
kingdom, had known that Taylor had needed to step away from his own life and spend time in a place where 
time appeared to mean nothing. There were no appointments, no meetings, no need to be anywhere but in that 
present moment, talking, discussing, and switching ideas. The forest was idyllic and Taylor felt as though his 
soul rather than his mind had found a place to call home. 


He didn't have a care in the world as his eyes grew heavy. There were no thoughts of home, nor the band, 


nor of anything that concerned his other, and very normal, life. 


Taylor slept deeply, dreams of their day on the veranda dancing through his mind. He could hear the rain and 
smell the clear, water-kissed air. He could hear Wiley's voice as he sadly told of the expectations that were 
placed upon his shoulders. And, deep in his sleep, Taylor felt his heart break for the Elven prince. 


The morning dawned with the fresh feeling of a land that had been cleansed. Taylor woke to find a tray of 
fresh fruit beside the bed. And, beside him, a slumbering body. 


The shock was enough to chase away the last tendrils of sleep and, with the blankets clutched to his naked 
body, he sat bolt upright and stared at the figure beside him. 


They were hidden beneath layers of sheets, the fabric tight around their body. All that Taylor could make out 
was a spray of wild blonde hair peeking from the sheets. Despite Taylor's rapid movements, Wiley continued to 
sleep, obviously comforted by having someone so close. Yet when had he arrived? And why hadn't he disturbed 
Taylor? Had anything else happened while he'd been sleeping? 


Leaning against the window, Taylor watched the sleeping figure. He wondered why Wiley had made the move so 
late at right and why he had gone back on their previous conversation about the relationships that the prince 


was allowed to hold. 
Wiley slowly began to stir and Taylor felt a soft smile tug at his lips as sleep heavy eyes looked up at him. 
"Hey," he softly said. 


The man with the corkscrew hair gave him a slow smile before inhaling a deep breath and burying his face 
back in to the pillows. Taylor couldn't help but smile wider. Here was someone chasing his own heart, someone 
who appeared to prefer the comforts of a deep bed to the harshness of the outside world. 


Taylor slid back down and rested a hand on Wiley's nest of curls. His smile stayed in place as the prince 
murmured something and shifted so that Taylor's fingers rubbed at his scalp. Taylor gently scratched his 
fingernails over the other man’s skin, listening as Wiley quietly purred. There was a closeness that hadn't been 


there the previous day, something having changed in the dead of night. 
"You like that, huh?" he quietly asked 


He got a slow flick of the head, a movement that Taylor translated as a nod. There was obviously something 
that Wiley needed, something that no other could give. Taylor wondered if the other man felt oppressed by his 
role, unable to freely be the person that he truly was. Wiley was royalty and that brought so many obligations 
with it, including the expectation of siring heirs to the throne. 


He moved his fingers lower and tickled the back of Wiley's neck The prince's purring became deeper and he 
moved his head to give Taylor better access. Something was happening, something was changing, and the magic 


hug heavier than ever in the air. 


Taylor dipped his fingers beneath the layers of white fabric and was surprised to find that the elegant man 
was wearing nothing beneath them. He carefully rubbed the base of Wiley's neck, savouring the other man's 


smooth, soft skin. With his heart in his throat, Taylor carefully peeled the sheet away from the prince's bare 


shoulder. For a moment, he marvelled at the sight, taking in the gentle curve of the joint and the hint of a 
shadow of bone beneath the skin. 


Taking a deep breath, Taylor bent his head and pressed a kiss to Wiley's shoulder. His eyes fell shut and a soft 
sigh escaped his lips. When Wiley made no move to push him away, Taylor let the kiss linger as his heart 
pounded against his chest. Here they were, doing something that only a few hours earlier had been deemed 


illegal. 

Taylor finally pulled away and, with his breath tickling Wiley's now bare shoulder, he stretched himself out 
behind the prince. His hand wandered back in to the other man's thick blonde hair and continued to gently 
scratch and caress. 


| thought you weren't allowed to do this," he murmured. 


Wiley murmured a reply and Taylor quietly chuckled to himself. The prince was even more chilled than he was. 


Taylor could imagine that, unless official duties were calling, Wiley would happily spend all day in bed. 


His fingers slid over the prince's forehead and ghosted over his still closed eyes. "Why don't you turn over so 


that | can see you?" 

The sheets moved and the prince moved to face him. His eyes were still closed and his face was partially 
hidden by his waves of hair. Sunlight streamed through the window and kissed his cheeks. Leaning in, Taylor 
followed the rays and touched his lips to Wiley's cheek. His head swam and he tried to keep himself in check. 
For some reason, Wiley had crawled in to his bed in the dead of night. Taking advantage of him in his still 
sleeping state would be both wrong and cruel. 

Instead, Taylor gently brushed the hair from Wiley's face and tucked it behind the other man's ear. For a 
moment, he lay and stared at the man before him, the man who, just a few short hours before had been so 
cold and closed of. Something had changed in the dead of night and Taylor needed to find out what. 

"Why'd you come back?" he asked. 

Wiley's eyes fluttered and his lips parted as he drew in deep, wakening breaths. "| cannot live a lie any longer.” 


Taylor frowned. "What do you mean?" 


Wiley's eyes closed and he was silent for a moment. When he spoke again, he kept his eyes closed, almost as 
though he didn't want to look at Taylor. "I lied to you about our relationships with humans." 


Taylor felt the furrow in his brow deepen. "Oh?" 


The prince's nostrils flared as he took another deep breath. "The truth is that the other humans who have 
passed through have had little to no interest in having relationships with us. As | told you, | prefer the 


company of my own gender and human males tend." 
"not to like that," Taylor finished. 
"Indeed. You are the first that | have met who has relationships with their own gender." 


Wiley finally opened his eyes and Taylor could see the sadness and pain that swam through them. The 
heaviness of his royal status darkened them. How long had the prince been hiding his secret for? How many 
years had he wandered, knowing that he would possibly never be able to feel the loving touch of his own 
gender? 


"Have you-" Taylor stalled as he searched for the words he needed. "Have you ever been with another.. man?" 
| have been with the men of my own kind but never with a human’ 


Taylor nodded and chose not to speak again. Instead he draped an arm over the prince's shoulders and drew 
him close. He could smell the other man's scent, a mix of lavender, jasmine, and the every day decay of the 
forest. Looking closer, Taylor could see that tiny twigs and small leaves were nestled among the blonde curls 
and that the delicate silver crown was adorned with twisting branches and blossoming flowers. His fingers 
wandered through Wiley's hair and over his ears, taking in how differently they felt to his own The tiny point 
felt strange beneath his fingers, a completely alien feature on someone who otherwise looked so human Wiley's 


eyes closed and a small smile tugged at his lips. 
Slipping his fingers from the prince's ear, Taylor let them brush over the other man's plump lips. "Can |?" 


He got a small nod in response and, leaning closer, Taylor gave the prince the barest of kisses. His breath was 
hitched in his throat and he could feel the sweat tickling the back of his neck. Taylor had a partner. He had 


someone waiting for him in another world. Yet what he was doing felt so right. So perfect. 


Their kiss was slow and gentle, filled with everything that those first moments should be. Taylor could feel his 
heart aching as he pulled Wiley closer to himself. His hands rode over the rumpled sheets and he dared to dip 
his fingers beneath the cool fabric. His fingertips ghosted over the prince's smooth back and Taylor felt Wiley 
sigh against his lips. 


"So long," the other man muttered. "So long | have waited for this moment, to feel the touch of another." 


Slowly Taylor pulled back, wanting to hold on to the moment for as long as possible. He was quiet as he stared 
in to the amber eyes before him. There was something whimsical about the look on Wiley's face, as though he 
was searching through the memories that he'd collected. But searching for what? The right words? How he 
felt? Or just making sure that he secured this particular memory for all eternity. 


The prince sighed and closed his eyes. Reaching out, Taylor swept his fingers over the other man's eyelids, 


savouring their soft silkiness. 


| know that | will have to let you go at some point," Wiley mused. "But, for now, | wish to enjoy your company.” 


Taylor smiled and leaned in to give him another kiss. "As | do yours.” 


The forest was like nothing Taylor had ever seen before. Thick, twisting tree trucks were topped with 
voluptuous canopies of leaves which threw large pools of shade across the ground. The earthy scent of the 
previous day's rain hung in the air. 

Side by side, they walked among the trees, Taylor taking in the breathtaking sights. He wondered if there was 
such a place in his world, a place where he could go and hide among the trees. It would be a literal breath of 
fresh air, a place to clear his head when his normal life became too much. 

Beside him, Wiley moved with an effortless ease as though the moment they had shared earlier had melted 
away. Deep down, Taylor knew that the other man's airs were a front that he felt he had to put on, a mask to 
hide his true feelings from the world. 

"Have you ever broached the subject with your family?" Taylor finally asked. 

From the corner of his eye, he watched as the other man paused. "How do you mean?" 


"Have you ever told them that you prefer your own gender?" 


The air felt as though it was growing heavier and Taylor backed himself against the rugged trunk of a nearby 
tree. Above him the leaves rustled and Taylor felt the breeze tickle through his hair. 


| can't." Wiley turned to look at him, sadness flashing across his face. "Like I've said before, it's not how it's 


done here." 


"I know," Taylor softly replied, "and I'm sorry. I'm sorry that you can't be the person you're supposed to be. 


Maybe." 

Wiley smiled wistfully. "Maybe in another place." 

"Maybe in another time," Taylor finished 

The prince nodded and went to move deeper in to the trees. "Until then, | have you. And | apologise in advance 
if | try to prevent you from returning to you own world but you make me feel-" He stopped and turned to 


look back at Taylor. 


Stepping away from the tree, Taylor walked up to the prince. Reaching out, he touched the other man's face 


before letting his fingers wander in to Wiley's spiral curls. 
"| what?" he murmured. 


"You make me feel normal." 


